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The following lines " On the Christening of H. R, H, 

the Prince of Wales *' appeared in *« The Times " of the 

27th ult. Revised, with some slight additions, thej 

are offered, together with their graver companions, to 

the Bath Public bj one, who, although his calling has 

removed him into another sphere, delights in identifying 

himself with his native city as a Bath man. The profits 

of this little tract— if any— it is the Writf^'s wish should 

be given to the Bath United Hospital,^ j^e scene of the 

labours of his lamented Father. x/ 

> 

16, New Boswell Court, Lincoln's Inn, 
5th February, 1842. 



LINES 

ON THE 

CHRISTENING OF HIS KOYAL HIGHNESS 
THE PRINCE OF WALES. 

(January 35, 1S43.) 



I. 

From crowd and courtly train ascends 

The shout of festal glee, 
And strain of heavenly music blends 

With song of jubilee; 
The trumpet's clang the welkin rends, 
While many a martial minstrel lends 
Soul-stirring melody; 
The merry bells 

In concert ring, 
The cannon-peals 
Boom thundering ; 



But louder than artillery &r 
The multitudinous " huzza" 

Of myriads answering : 
There's not a note from air or earth 
That is not animate with mirth. 

II. 

And Windsor's flags are flying, 

And guardsman and hussar 
All peacefully are vying 

In pride and pomp of war ; 
And cheerly to the sunny sky 
Flash helm and blade of chivalry, 
As friendly greetings mutual pass, 

And smiles, and nodded thanks, 
'Twixt many a peasant swain or lass 

And yonder glitt'ring ranks ; 
All orderly, good-humour'd all. 
On this high day of festival. 



The citizens are in their best, 

Loyal and light of heart ; 
How winningly their daughters drest ! 

Their comely dames how smart ! 

E'en through their little ones 

The gush of transport runs, 
And pleasure beams in every glance 
Of every shining countenance. 

III. 
Great Britain's banner flouts the air 

Above that castle high. 
For names illustrious are there, 

And rank, and royalty : 
The costly banquet there is spread. 
And princely guests are furnished. 
Still was that venerable pile 

The cradle of the great ; 
And still St. George's hallow'd aisle 

Their ashes consecrate. 



8 



A long ancestral line of kings 
O'er yon gray walls a glory flings, — 

The brave, the wise, the good ; 

And lo ! its temple-gates 

To-day, irradiates, 
Gracing each gem of kingly wear, 
One more serene, more lovely fair. 

The Pearl of Womanhood. 
Long in that sacred hand 

Their antient sceptre shine ! 
Long of our father-land 

The throne, sweet Star, be thine ! 
And when (for who can doom annul ?) 
Of honours, years, and virtues full. 

That sacred life shall end, — 
(This house of kings thy sanctuary) 
May both to thy posterity 

A heritage descend I 



IV. 

Around their Queen, all emulous. 

The thronging nobles stand; 
From camp, and court, and senate-house. 

The chosen of the land : 
And, dazzling-bright and beauteous, 

IRerJhir attendant band. 
Foremost in honour as in love, 
Illustrious at her side doth move 

VICTORIA'S princely Spjuse; 
And see, a mighty King appears — 
Hail, hail, the royal guest with cheers, 

And speed his loving vows ! 
For on a holy mission 

That stranger Monarch conies ; 
No dream of vaim ambition — 

His cause is Christendom's : 
Suretied by him, the nation's heir. 
First son of that majestic pair. 

Child of the Church becomes. 



10 



Traced at Baptismal font, 

Her badge is on his front ; <^ 

Lo ! Prussia to the Christening brings j 

The infant bud of England's kings ; j 

Britannia eager hails I 

Her new-named Prince of Wales, 
And Echo far and wide to « Albert Edward" 

rings. 

V. 

The sprinkled wave of Jordan falls 

Upon his baby brow, 
And by his name the Sponsor calls 

The little Christian now ; 

And in that name doth vow 
To keep God's holy law unbroken, 
Sin, Satan, and the worid forsworn ; 

Believing, doth avow 
Regeneration's mystic token 
Of man, lost man in Christ new-born ; 
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Rebel and olive wild 

Ingraft and reconcil 'd, 
From death redeem'd, again brought nigh, 
An heir of immortality. 

Such heavenly verities 

That sacred rite implies : 

The covenanted pledge 

Of Christian privilege, 

And hopes beyond the skies. 
Augustly titled boy ! 
Thou child of hope and joy ! 
Oh ! may this earnest of its grace 

Be ratified — and thine ! 
On earth prosperity and peace ! 

With endless life divine ! 
May'st thou transmit to many an age 
The glories of thy lineage ! 
May'st thou add lustre to a name 
Link'd with thy country's dearest fame, — 

Thy people's heart thy shrine ! 
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Walk in the path 

Thv fathers trod : 
Defend the faith, 
And serve thy God ! 
— And British calends shall display 
Their record of this happy day 
While Britain's sun shall shine. 



LINES 



OK THE 



OPENING OF PAELIAMENT. 

(FuftVAMT 3, 1842.) 



A SWELLING and a surging sea sets in 

From London's living main tow'rd Westminster, 

Tumultuous, many-sounding, as it rolls, 

Billow on billow, wave impelling wave, 

Full on St. Stephen's gate, its goal and shore— 

A shore of rock, foundation'd in the deep, 

And stable, though the spring-tide roar at flood. 

For now the time, by state ephemeris 

Appointed for the periodic rise 

And confluence of the waters, draweth nigh ; 

And thither, not by blind eccentric force. 

But drawn by Order and Attraction's law. 

Meet all in concourse ; waiting for the sign. 
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And spell word of the potent sumnioner, 
Their Planet^Queen and Mistress, when, fuU-orb'd, 
Thron'd, and in phase of might, she culminates. 
Moon-like, their ebb and flow to curb, unloose ; 
To shape their motion, and their impulse guide. 

And lo ! the coursers of her shining car, 
And glitt'ring escort of her retinue ! 
As, spher'd in state, she rideth, to convene 
Her senate-constellations — to awake 
Her realm's oracular voice — and, to the charge 
Of legislative conclave, puissant, sage. 
That old twain-chamber'd Constitution-House — 
A nation's weal committing, — back to steer. 
Agape and sequent at her chariot-wheel, 
Yon bustling world of bodies (not of mind). 
The inane multitude — this moru adrift — 
In reflux current to its wide-spread home. 
For in that sea, star, synod, who but owns 
The British People, Queen, and Parliament. 
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Hark ! there is accent in those wild waves' roar. 
They waft a dutiful and pious prayer : 
" God save the Queen and Prince ! " — and to the 

breeze 
Glanceth, like spray upon the breaker's top, 
O'er that vast throng, bare-headed as one man. 
Its motley covering. And still they cry — 
And Echo answers still : " God save the Queen ! 
" God save the King of Prussia ! and long life 
" To Albert Edward, our young Prince of Wales !" 

Amen ! And may the benison return 
On every loyal heart that utters it. 
Diffusing virtue's light, thanksgiving's voice, 
And liberty, and wealth, and peace, and joy. 
To crown this day's auspicious augury I 
Our Senators may love of country guide ! 
Our Rulers govern in the fear of God ! 
On good men a pure Church draw blessing down f 
Wisdom, and Faithfulness, and Mercy join 



16 



To animate their counsels ! and Success, 

Boon of high Heav'n, their pious toils requite ! 

May Order reign, and Confidence return, 

Commerce revive, and Plenty re-appear, 

And o'er the globe, east, west, and north, and south. 

Be glorious, as of old, the British name ! 

While Vice discourag'd. Crime upon the wane, 

Faction abash'd, and Want and Discontent, 

And squalid Wretchedness fast vanishing 

In one growing brotherhood of rich and poor — 

Bear witness that the helm of government. 

Whose straight, and steady, and still-onward track, 

Amid the tempests, surges, quicksands, rocks 

Of the vast ocean of Dominion, 

Bears the good vessel of the State to port — 

Then, only then^ her safeguard — that that helm. 

Whose course, so late awry, ill piloted, 

Her very being jeopardied, hath pass'd 

In her extremity, into the hand 

Of able guides and honest ! Wellington I 
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Peel ! Stanley ! — names illustrious and dear ! 
Lights in the ministerial galaxy ! 
Be yours that title ! Wear, and nierit it. 
Groaning from long misrule, to you the realm 
Imploringly looks up, and, from the depths 
Of suiTering and endurance, makes appeal, 
In woe's mute eloquence, to you for help. 
Her chosen and her trusted champions — 
Chosen, because of promise and high mark ; 
And trusted, as deem'd true. Acquit ye, then. 
As that your promise ye redeem by acts ; 
Lighten the public load, reform abuse. 
And justify your generous country's choice. 

Nor doubt her gratitude. Thus having done^ 
Or much undone — ^yet, in sincerity. 
The statesman's prudence still attempering zeal. 
Thus striven to do,~ doubt not, the Session past, 
Grievances prob'd and healing courses ta'en. 
Good laws enacted, present laws enforced, 
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And legislation for the period o'er,-^ 

* 

Summon'd once more unto your Sov'reign's throne 
Dismissal to receive, but ye shall find, 
In the acclaim of multitudes, as now, 
Gather'd stentorian round, — ^in the response, 
More small and still, yet paramount, within^ — 
And, best of all, (God grant the presage true !) 
The bettered mien, franker and heartier cheer, 
And sunshine of more smiling countenance 
By every fellow-Briton worn that day — 
Your guerdon, and a full and rich reward. 
Harvest the angels might rejoice to glean, 
And patriot rulers only reap below. 

Then straight unto the work. God and good men 
Be with you. Go and prosper. 
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